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Never a word of anger
From my Pudduk for twenty year, So gentle and lowly, hard-working and holy,
No friend so near and dear."
And the passers-by they sighed,
u Indeed ?    And is that the case ? Then 'twere passing meet for a saint so sweet
We do an act of grace," And each man brought a stone,
And placed it upon the grave, And uttered a prayer to Pudduk there
That the Saint his soul should save.
Now the two long months of revel
At length were finished and done. From the west to the east such a gorgeous feast
Had never been seen by the sun. And the monarch he cried to his builders,
" Go! build a tower vast, As a souvenir without a peer
Of our unique repast."
And the topers reeled away,
And the gorgers homeward rolled, But the builders built a tower all gilt,
At a fabulous cost untold; But fast as the pillar grew
The tomb of the lowly ass "With the stones rose high of the passers-by,
A solid, majestic mass.